24                        The %/* and death

What is this world ? a net to fnare the foule,

A mas of finne, a defart of deceit:

A moments ioy, an age of wretched dole,

A lure from grace, for flefh a toothfome baight

Vnto the minde, a cankerworm of care:

Vnfure, vniuft, in rendring man his mare.

A place where pride, oreruns the honeft minde,
Wheer richmen ioynes, to rob the fhiftles wretch:
where bribing mifls, the iudges eyes doo blinde,
Where Parafites, the fattefl crumrnes doo catch.
Where good deferts (which chalenge like reward)
Are ouer blowen, with blafls of light regard.

And what is man ?   Dufl, Slime, a puf of winde,
Concem'd in fin, plafle in the woorld with greef,
Brought vp with care, til care hath caught his minde,
And then (til death, vouchfafe him fome releef)
Day yea nor night, his care dooth take an end:
To gather goods, for other men to fpend.

0 foolifh man, that art in office plafle,
Think whence thou cam'fl, and whether ye malt goe ?
The huge hie Okes, fmall windes have ouer cafl,
when flender reeds, in roughefl wethers growe.
Euen fo pale death, oft fpares the wretched wight:
And woundeth you, who wallow in delight.

You lufly youths, that nurifh hie defire,
Abafe your plumes, which makes you look fo big :
The Colliers cut, the Courtiars Steed wil tire,
Euen fo the Clark, the Parfones graue dooth dig.
Whofe hap is yet, heer longer life to win:
Dooth heap (God wot) but forowe vnto finne.